HETBEAf     AND     ADVANCE
asked, in order to be assured that her conjecture was correct.
1 fl I'm going to visit grand-dad/' Natalia defended herself,
not raising her head for fear of bursting into tears. She had
learnt of her grandfather's death, and that Misha Koshevoi
.had set fire to their house and farmstead.
1 " You're too weak, you'll never get there."
" I'll manage it if I take rests. You give the children
their food, mamnia, for I may be kept there a long time."
" But whatever for, what will you be kept there a long
time for ? A fine time to go visiting the dead this is, God
forgive me ! I wouldn't go if I were you, Natalia dear."
" But I am going ! " Natalia's face clouded, and she took
hold of the door handle.
" Wait a bit, what are you going there hungry for ? Have
a bite of something ; shall I put out some sour milk for
you ? "
" No, marnma ; Christ have mercy, I don't want it. ...
I'll have something when I get back."
Seeing that her daughter-in-law was resolved to go,
Ilinichna advised her.
(t You'd better take the path above the Don, through the
gardens. You won't be seen so quickly that way."
A billowing, milky mist was hanging over the Don. The
sun had not yet risen, but in the east the edge of sky
concealed behind the poplars was blazing with the livid
reflection of the dawn, and a chilling early morning breeze
was blowing from below the clouds.
Stepping    across    the    fallen   wattle    fence    with    its
^entanglement of bindweed, Natalia passed into her own
"orchard.  Pressing her hands to her heart, she halted by a
fresh little mound of earth.
The orchard was luxuriantly overgrown with nettles and
scrub. On the old apple tree, which had been charred and
killed by the fire, a starling was huddled. The grave mound
was settling down. Here and there among the clods of dry
clay the green little stings of upthrusting grass were showing.
Overwhelmed by a rush of memories, Natalia silently
dropped  to  her  knees  and  fell  face  downward  to  the
v ungracious  earth,  with its immemorial smell  of mortal
decay.
An hour later she stealthily crept out of the orchard,
looked back, her heart constricted with, pain, for the